EXTREMES MEET

" Too late for advice, and perhaps too soon for money,
eh?"

" You don't by any chance know what girl I'm talking
about ? " the young man asked suspiciously.

" Queenie Walters."

Arthur bit his lip.

" So it's all over the place already," he muttered.

" No, not exactly all over the place. At present only
noted down in my private book."

The young man stiffened.

" I should have thought there were more important
things to enter in your private note-book. I really fail to
see what bearing my interest in a young woman has on
the political or the military situation out here."

" Except that this particular young woman happens to
be a German."

The young man flushed angrily.

" She's not German.   She's English."

" That she certainly is not," Waterlow declared sharply.

" She has an English passport."

" I know. The stolen one of an English music-hall
artiste called Maud Moffat."

Arthur shook his head with a triumphant laugh,

" Your agents have evidently got hold of the wrong
girl, Pirate. Queenie's passport is made out in the name
of Elsie Walters. Here it is."

He pulled out of his pocket one of the old pre-war
passports which crackled like a big five-pound note when
he handed it to Waterlow, who spread it out on the table.

" This is seven years old," he pointed out.

" I know. That's what I've come to consult you
about."
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